HARRIS: “A grand a week on booze an birds” 


WHAT 
MIGHT BE 
THE LAST 
WORD ON 
ee 
HARRIS 


weeks ago Jet Harris went on television 
and announced to the Greater London 


viewing catchment area that he too is 
considering leaving Britain to avoid the 
heinous taxation currently being impo- 
sed on our top income rock stars. 

Maybe a surprising statement from a gent who 
was last heard of conducting a bus but make no 
mistake about it, readers. He may have been 
down but Jet’s certainly not yet out!!! 

In the week that saw the former Shadows bas- 
sist’s first record release since the sixties (“Theme 
For A Fallen Idol” on the SRT label. Buy it 
today!!) Harris could be seen on Thames Televi- 
sion’s chat show, “Take Two.” The programme 
was about Money. Making Lots Of It. And Los- 
ing Lots Of It. 

The sudden announcement about Jet's impend- 
ing financial worries came at the end of some 
rigorous. in-depth cross-examination by “Take 
Two” co-host Sandra Harris. 

“Jet. how much did you actually make when 
you were really making it?” asked Sandra. 

It’s my turn to wear that dress tonight.” witti- 
ly replied Jet, before giving the real answer, “Ab- 
out a thousand a week.” He had been “too 
young,” continued Jet, and added he had 
“thought it would never end.” 

To Sandra’s puzzled questioning as to what he 
could possibly unload such a bulging weekly wad 
on Jet gave the curious reply: “Birds and booze 
and . Pm' not gonna say sailors. No, birds 
and booze and hangers-on.” 

No-one, apparently, had ever said “Hold back, 
det. You can’t always go on like this!” as Sandra 
felt would only have been right. 

- With meaningful ambivalence Jet Harris stated 
boldiy; “I’m not going to do it again . .. I’ve just 
released a new record and if | get another chance 
then this time I'm going to behave myself!!!” 

“Really?. Really? Really?” asked an anxious 
Sandra. 

“Oh yeah,” stated Jet quick as a flash. 

“What would you spend your money on this 
time round?” demanded an interested Sandra. 

And only now was Jet ready to reveal his new 
knowledge of high-flying finance. 

“A house.” was his two-word answer. before 
adding, “If I make a lot of money I’m going to 
leave the country.” 

How can a man of such eloauence and such 
financial savoir-faire possibly fail? 
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HERE'S WHAT’S HAPPENING. A 
maddened flock of escaped bees are 
zooming around Sound Stage 4 on Col- 
umbia Pictures’ Hollywood lot while 
famous English Starperson Elton John 
rehearses inside for his mammoth Dodg- 
er Stadium concert and Frank eee 
Stirs the garlic into his latest chafing-dish 
of gourmet strangeness on Stage 3. 

Roadies swan languidly around 
frisbee-ing with the elegant ease born of 

interminable practise, Elton himself 
punctuates the proceedings with an end- 
less stream of the lamest puns known to 
mankind and bassist Kenny Passarelli 
— late of Joe Walsh and, according to 
Elt’s liner-notes on the new album “the 
shortest person in the band and-the best 
poser” — has... 

Hold on just a minute. Lemme try for a close- 
up so I can confirm this. 

Yes. Right there in the middle of “Love Lies 
Bleeding,” Passarelli has turned his head to one 
side and, with the elegant ease born of long etc. 
etc., hacked up a green one. 

“Oh my God,” mutters Elton with an exquisite 
moue of stylised distaste. “Snot stopped play.” 

Passarelli leers. Caleb Quaye edges slightly 
closer to his own amp. The bright glob of waste 
matter winks accusingly from the floor. The bees 
continue to swarm. Elton continues to rehearse. 
Cest la vie. 

Here's what’s happening. Elton John’s life in 
L.A. consists of long, quiet afternoons round at 
his rented mansion up in the Hollywood Hills 
cataloguing and sorting his record collection 
while ingesting endless cans of Diet Dr. Pepper, 
interspersed with long, noisy afternoons spent 
rehearsing his new, expanded group and — natu- 
ral city — the odd pa-a-a-a-a-rty here and there. 
Now Dr. Pepper is one of the world’s most fabu- 
lously trashy soft drinks — a kind of cherry cola 
that explodes into crimson soap bubbles when 
you drink it — but Elton, for his own inscrutable 
reasons, is into the bastardised diet version, which 
has a thinner, paler taste with a discreet overlay 
of essence of aluminium. Where were we? 

Right. The new line-up is pretty bulky — espe- 
cially when you consider that he functioned for 
uncountable eons with naught but a basser and 
drummist to his name — but it’s still fairly man- 
oeuvrable. C’mon up and get introduced. 

Starting at the left of the back line, we have 
Ray Cooper, who looks like a cross between a 
haggard version of Roger Chapman and the way 
Lee Brilleaux will probably look by the mid-80s. 
He hits things. All manner of things. Hits “em v. 
hard, too. Indulges in extravagantly vicious facial _ 
‘expressions while hitting things. Seems to be per- 
petually adding to his list oF new things to hit. 
Stands on a riser directly behind Elton totally 
surrounded by things just waiting to be hit. 

Moving in a gradually rightwardly direction. 
we come to Roger Pope, formerly of Hookfoot. a 
group what used to include Caleb Quaye (who 
will be gotten to fairly soon) and grew out of the 
DJM session scene of the early *70s. Mr. Pope is 
no. stranger to E.J, seeing as how he and the rest 
of Hookfoot used to play on Elton’s albums prior 
to the advent of Nigel Olsson, Dee Murray, avy 
Johnstone et al. He wears glasses. has a rather 
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Haaaawohaleee —Mah-hoo-woh 
« ah-heevah uhvy bee-hee-vin ray 
moowooved ... wossnext?” 

Etc,. etc., etc, 
And now it’ 
:. small bearded bl 


time to meet and greet Caleb 

k person and grand 
uitar (one of the made- 
by-Gibson type’ Epiphones, naturellement), 
lead guitarist on all pre- Johnstone Elton albums, 
and the man of whom EJ. id. “I love 


He 
ythm behind Johnstone’s leads, 
y phlegmatic about it. After all, F 
t time I saw Caleb he was the lead guitarist and 
visual focus of what was b; ally His Own 
Band, and ump from there to second 

in someone else’s band. 
Then there’s Kenny “Mucus I 
Passarelli, who's very small 
pre-dec; 


g it’s L. j 
s a serious character defect. i 
ho requires no j 
isn’t getting one, and 
that guy behind the piano. You know — the one — 
with the silly glasses and the straw boater and the | 
absurd trousers and the 1972 nostalgia boots. ; 
» Here’s what's happening. The longer Elton 4 
John’s away from Der Vaterland, the more ob- 
sessed he becomes with the trivia software of a 
British adolescence in the late *50s and early “60s. 
His conversation is littered with references to _ 
“Beyond Our Ken,” “The Goon Show,” “Two 
Way Family Favourites,” even “The Navy 
Lark.” At odd moments he’s liable to set him | 
down at the piano and troll out mid60s British 
TV commercials, all of which confuse the Ameri- 
cans most horribly. Still, his note-perfect parody 
of Jessi Colter’s “I’m Not Lisa” goes down well 
with the crew during breaks, 5 a 

As can easily be appreciated, E.J. still hasn’ 
lost his deft touch with his own unique blend of — 
ostentation and self-deprecation. A coupla days f 
earlier in an L.A. studio at which Rocket were | 
holding a playback party for Neil Sedaka’s latest 
album, he swept in wearing — get this, now 
glitter Lone Ranger suit, complete with cute 
six-shooters, mask (worn over glasses). fuzzy dice — 
and bongos in the back, that kind of thing. Singul- | 
arly appropriate, as he was just in time to save me 
and Joe Stevens from being’ thrown out—Jeezis! | 
The sheer ignominy! — by the person he employs 
as a press agent. 

In between having his photo taken with Sedaka — 
and various major figures in the L.A. music in- 
dustry whose names and faces are less than un- 
known over here, he regaled us with anecdotes ~ 
about Dick James and remarked that if Bob Mar- 
ley’s “Lively Up Yourself wasn’t a hit in the f 
States that he'd justdie, > 
The man definitely has style. I mean, halfway 
through the party he even ditched the Lone Rang- | 
er drag and switched into an Esso jumpsuit. 

What a man! 


“Who was that masked man?” 
“How the hell should Iknow.He was wearing a 
mask.” 


unfortunate beard and is a hell of a good drum- 
mer. Next, please. 

Next is James Newton Howard. a sensitive 
young soul who at one time held down a gig as 
musical director for Melissa Manchester. He is 
right now seated in the middle of such a hefty pile 
of synthesisers, mellotrons, organs, clavinets, 
electric pianos and other daunting hardware that 
he resembles a musical telephone switchboard 
operator. He is utilising as a crib sheet an Elton 
John songbook of a type available in all good 
music stores (and an awful lot of absolute turkola 
ones) and uses it to jog Mr. John’s memory when 
the aforementioned bespectacled schlemiel at- 
tempts to barrel his way through one of his older 
toons like “Border Song” or “Sixty Years On.” 
forgets the chords and screams for a prompt. 

“Haaa-woh-a-lee Mohzavz . . . ah hev beeyin 
ray-mooved. .. Wossnext?” 

“E to E flat:” 


THE LONE GROOVER = 
= 


I'VE CALLED THIS PRESS 
CONFERENCE TO TELL YOU THAT 
BECAUSE OF THE EVIL TAX SYSTEM 
IN THIS COUNTRY EL GROUER 
MAGNIFICO WILL HAVE TOGO 

NTO EX 


THIS SON OF A WORKING CLASS 
FAMILY Is SUFFERING THE FATE 
OF RUL THE WORKIN CLASS — ; 
GOVERMENTAL EXPLOITATION — 
SOG! SOB! THIS DUDE ORDINAIRE 

UBSECTED To VICTIMIZATION!soB! 
SOB! 


THIS ISN'T A CHEAP 
PUBLUCITY STUNT JUST TO 
GRAB AFEN HEADLINES. Bt 
T Give you MY Ser Ee a] i : 
WORD THAT AT THI 

POMENE EL GROOVER IS 


RONNING HIS EYES OVER 
SOME CARIBBEAN PROPERTY 


